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him a poet.' I felt a queer pang in my heart.
Was it, could it, be possible that after all he
was to cast his shoe over the Front Bench? I
remembered his lines:
An Echo walked the town till late,
And found the long streets lonely:
At last she found a small brass plate
Inscribed 'For Members only5.
And so she went to Parliament;
But those ungainly men
Woke up from sleep, and turned about
And fell asleep again.
Had we misunderstood? Had we been
blind? Was it possible that, when he wrote
of death, he had written., like Keats and
Shelley, in the consciousness of his own
immortality? If so, what was I doing
with the Bar and politics when I also once
had heard, had believed, had conjectured?
'Another glass of this admirable Lieb-
fraumilch,* some one said in a most accom-
plished voice. 'Rather/ I answered, but, as
I drank, I sighed.
Next day 1 went into The Bull3 at lunch-
time to meet a politician or two with all my
doubts conquered. As I went in I heard a
familiar voice, saying as at the end of a fugue,
to three admiring friends, 'And that is why
I am not a Realist.3 I saw the brilliant grey
eyes for the last time. They looked at me
without a flicker of recognition. I went by
him to mingle with my policitians.